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Tloud Handy 


“TOeTHE STUDENTS (OF a Eos, s 


The editorial staff of the Sachem greets you at the beginning of an- 
other year of its production. We have worked hard to make the first 
issue something which you will like and in which you will take pleasure. 
‘he paper is yours, and you can help make it what you want it to be. 
Tf there is any way in which you think it can be improved, tell us so 
jn a helpful spirit, one of co-operation rather than of faultfinding. 
Don’t knock. A knocker is all right on a door, but anywhere else is a 
nuisanee. 

You may say that you have no part in the paper except that you are 
expected to pay seventy-five cents for a subscription. That is not true. 
Everyone in the school is privileged to submit stories essays, poems, 
iokes, ete., for publication. We shall giadly welcome all your con- 
tributions, criticisms and suggestions. They will all be considered, and 
from them we shall learn what sort of paper you want, and we will do 
our best to give it to you. And so let’s all work together and make 
the Sachem the best school paper possible. 


What are our school colors? The football warriors wear orange and 
black. The baseball boys’ suits are red and white. As for basketball, 
that’s another matter which should receive attention this year. It is 
our firm opinion that the Middleboro High School should have colors 
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for their uniforms, and uniform colors. Why not decide the question 


bv a popular vote of the school? Vielen. 


Last June the class of 1924 made a trip to White Horse Beach. For 
the day, the class had the use of accommodations at the Hotel Mansfield. 
Shortly after the trip, Principal Nickerson received from the manager 
a letter, parts of which we quote: 

‘*Dear Sir: 

In these days it sometimes seems as if roughness, coarseness, and cig- 
arettes constitute a good time for young people; and so it was indeed 
refreshing to see a group of young people who were real ladies and 
gentlemen, with all these features missing. It speaks well for their 
leadership. I overheard some of your remarks, which I shall not soon 
forget, about Vigor, Individuality, Courage, Truth, Obedience, Rever- 
ence, and You (one’s self) ; and I think you are on the right track for 
VICTORY. . . . Iwas pleased to get a line on what our neighbor- 
ing town is doing, and I congratulate you for such a good showing! 

Cordially yours, 
M.S. O’BRIEN.”’ 


This letter brings forcibly to mind the fact that whenever a group 
of M. H. 8. students appears in public, going to or from school, at 
aihletie contests, at school dances, ete., M. H. S. is being judged by their 
conduct. 1924, we are grateful to you for helping to establish for 
good old Middleboro High School the kind of name and reputation we 
desire her to have. She has a fine reputation. We are proud of this 
fact. Let us remember it, and try at all times to carry forward the 
good work. Let it always be said of us, as it was said of the class of 
1924, that we are ‘‘real ladies and gentlemen.’’ 


Somewhere along the shores of Cape Cod is a girls’ camp that is a 
source of health, happiness, and training for usefulness, as is every 
otherpurposeful camp; but it stands for something more. Its object 
1s to awaken in each camper a strong faith in her own spiritual nature ; 
to help her to become a healthy, reasonable and useful person through 
Icving relation with the Spirit of Goodness and Beauty and Truth. 

When a girl first enters the camp she must learn this motto: ‘‘ Believ- 
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ing that one’s character and influence should always be the chief aim 
in education, and that happiness and usefulness very much depend 
upon one’s daily training in habits of thought and conduet, I hereby 
promise that; while connected with this camp, I will try in every way 
to think only the best regarding myself, all other people, and every 
circumstance in my life. I will do all I ean to prove to others that this 
is the only way to become wise and joyous.’’ 

It is entirely possible for our high school to attain to this spirit by 
choosing a similar motto and living up to it! 


THE BIRCH TREE 


A bireh tree, straight and tall, 
Like a slim young girl, 
Stood on the edge of a brook 

Ups And stretched its arms heavenward, 
As if beseeching God 
To protect it from the storm. 


When the blast was over, 
The birch was there, unharmed ; 
God had protected the tree, 
As He cares for His children, every one. 
End Bigelow ’27 


_Mrs.—Don’t forget the pine-needle pillow for baby. 
Mr.—But won’t that make it balsam at night?—Williams Purple 
Cow. 


Prof—What part of speech is a kiss? 
Sweet Young Thing—A conjunction, sir—Princeton Tiger. 


Traveler—‘I just passed: the ex-Kaiser’s house and heard him 
singing.’”’ 

Second trave‘er—* What was he singing ?”’ 

First traveler— 


> ? 


Ain’t gonna reign no mo’.’’—Evansville Crescent. 
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LITERARY 


Tayd Hfaxds 


HAPPINESS 

He was a little, round-eyed, foreign child. Perhaps he was not so 
healthy as most boys of ten years, but what boy could be tall and 
strong when living on dry bread and milk? Tito’s home was not very 
happy, because his mother was ill. Tito had to work hard to sell papers 
cnough to buy milk and bread. He went to a little town school during 
the day and sold his papers in the early morning and late evening hours. 

His teacher was Miss Annie Alden. Her life had not seemed the hap- 
piest, and yet Miss Alden was usually happy. People said, ‘‘Oh, what an 
uninteresting life! Nothing out of the ordinary ever comes to Annie.’’ 
But everybody loved her. It was merely because she loved everybody. 
She had a little cottage near a pine grove behind which the sun went 
nightly to rest. All the children in town knew this grove and knew 
that they were welcome. Every bird, insect’ and squirrel claimed it as 
his playground. In the field around the trees, flowers grew in pro- 
fusion. It was a bit of the Forest of Arden. 

Miss Alden taught her pupils as a beloved princess or queen reign- 
lag over her subjects. Every pupil was her servant for all time, after 
she had once smiled at him. Among the pupils was Tito. He did not 
like arithmetic, but could read with a full, rich voice that made his 
classmates listen attentively. Miss Alden had been particularly inter- 
ested in the boy ever since she had found him writing a poem one morn- 
ing during an arithmetic class. Of course, he was kept in after school. 
‘hen Miss Alden asked him about his poetry. Tito showed her a few 
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specimens of his work, which she read over and over. Each time she 
realized more keenly the greatness of that young mind. The next morn- 
ing she asked if anyone could play the organ for the singing lesson. 
Tito volunteered, and after the class he offered to sing an Italian song 
for the astonished boys and girls. They had kept away from him dur- 
ing the recesses, but today they crowded around and begged for an- 
other song. 

Miss Alden asked more about the boy’s mother and accepted his 
invitation to visit her. She found the mother very sick on the bed 
under the eaves of a large square house in the center of the town. Then 
for many days she visited the sick woman until she was ‘strong enough 
io be moved to Miss Alden’s own home. Tito spent his evenings at her 
piano, composing his own music and the accompanying words. The 
teacher marvelled. The mother smiled, with dark eyes full of love 
and pride, and often said, “He is lke his father.’’ 

One evening Miss Alden sat at her west window and watched the 
sun set. The sun through the trees was like a gold sheet of musie 
with green bars. The tiny twigs were the notes. The birds made the 
music. She thought of Tito. He and his mother had taken rooms 
down town, but he came up to practice on the piano every evening. She 
wondered what he would become. Would he be a Paderewski? Or per- 
haps he would go on to study poetry. Maybe she, Annie Alden, had 
taught a Longfellow or even a Milton! She could imagine him as 
creat as his fellow countryman, Dante. 

People said, ‘‘Her hfe is uninteresting.’’ Annie Alden knew their 
Gpinion, and smiled straight from her heart, where only happiness held 


sway. Florence Huntley, °25 


THE MOON SHIP 


The ‘‘Sea Gull’’ lay at anchor in the Newport Harbor. All aboard 
went below to dance and sing into the small hours of the morning. But 
], being a Middle Westerner and unused to the sea, preferred to sit on 
ceck and watch the moon rise over the water. 

That afternoon I had for the first time visited the old stone mill at 
Newport that the Norsemen had built many, many centuries before. 
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It had impressed me greatly and I mused over it as I sat in the cool 
evening breeze. I thought of the small sturdy barks of the Norsemen 
ecmpared with our own yacht with its brass railings, its luxurious ball- 
room, and large, roomy decks. 

The moon by this time had risen higher into the sky, and being at 
its full, it spread a wide silver path over the water. This held my 
attention for a while, as it was an unfamiliar sight to me. 


While I sat looking at the moon path and thinking of the afternoon’s 
events, the popular music from below died slowly away, and from over 
the water came a low chant of men’s gruff voices. I sat for a moment 
listening, for the strains came from the sea, from the silver moon path. 
As the chanting drew nearer, a small bark came into view, but it was 
some time before I could distinguish its form. It sailed slowly up the 
Lehted trail until I realized that it was an old Viking ship. The figure- 
head was a dragon, beautifully carved, and the sail bore a symbol of 
some strange device. Along the sides, the polished surfaces of twenty 
round shields glistened in the moonlight. 


Nearer and nearer came the galley, till I heard the drip-drip of the 
twenty oars that resembled silver swords as they rose and fell in the 
1200n-lit water. 

By some strange, unseen hand, I was borne from the yacht, and found 
myself, still sitting in my steamer chair, in the stern of this mysterious 
vessel. It was indeed a remarkable sight to behold. Ten men were 
seated along each side, and their hthe, sea-browned bodies moved back 
and forth in perfect rhythm as they rowed in time to their singing. 


As my astonished eyes became accustomed to this unusual scene, I 
cistinguished a beautiful girl standing at the prow. She wore a robe 
ct white and her golden, unconfined hair shone as brilliantly, in the 
silver light, as the helmet of the sturdy young man who stood beside 
her. The couple seemed absorbed in something in the distance, and as 
1 followed the direction of their hand-shaded eyes, I noticed for the 
first time that the palatial residences which had bordered the water- 
front had vanished, and the only visible structure was that of the old 
sione mill as it was silhouetted darkly against the western sky. 


Not until this moment had I realized who my phantom companions 
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were. The lovely maid was none other than the daughter of old Hilde- 
brand, the ancient king of Norway. The young man beside her was the 
Viking who had stolen her from her father’s home. After a narrow 
escape from the furious king and his forces, and a perilous three weeks’ 
voyage across an unknown sea, they had reached the rough New Eng- 
land coast, where the young warrior had built for the maiden this 
bower. 


When the galley finally grounded in shallow water, the Norseman 
leaped from the boat, and taking his bride in his arms conveyed her to 
the shore. Meanwhile the oarsmen rested themselves, some lying on 
the bottom of the boat, while others stretched their tired arms along 
its sides. 

The same unseen power as before conveyed me to land, and I found 
myself following the phantom couple. From the shore they walked, 
hand in hand, through the groves that led to their former home. When 
the tower was reached, they strolled in and out among the arches, and 
then along secret paths in the forest. 


After their visit, which I believed to have been the first in ten cen- 
turies, they returned reluctantly to the shore, looking back again and 
again to the home they were loth to leave. The lady was transferred 
by her lover to the boat again, where they took their place at the bow, 
while I found myself sitting once more in my chair at the stern. 


The warriors girded on their swords and shields that had been dis- 
carded during the short rest. The oars were set, and the chant was 
again heard in the clear night air. The bark shot once more into the 
bay. 

All this time I had noticed that my presence was apparently un- 
known to my stranger host, whose tall, angular body was seen direet- 
ing his men at their work. 


This was the last I saw of the pair, for I was taken from my dream 
ship back to the yacht. But from its deck I watched the vessel, with sail 
full to the wind, shp back down the trail of the moon, farther and 
farther away, until I could hear only the chanting, and then that, too, 
died away. 


From below deck came the popular strain again. I opened my eyes 
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to find the moon still full in the sky, and looking up at his great, 
rcund face, I seemed to see a jolly smile spreading over his countenance 
a‘, 1f he were saying, ‘‘Fall asleep again, my child, for they who look 
Gacown my silver trail at this hour and from this harbor, on such a night, 
shall see the phantom Viking ship.”’ 

Dorcas Tucker 727, 


THE CURE 


John W. Thorpe was a young man of twenty-three summers, and hot 
ones, too, as far back as he could remember. He was sitting at his desk 
:n a small cffice, working over some papers which seemed to bother 
rim more than the flies which were accumulating on his well-greased 
hair. He was a broad-shouldered, rather tall, medium-cireumferenced 
man. His hair was black, eyes brown and well formed, and his fea- 
tures made him an impressive sort of man. 


At last he shook his head, which aroused some of the flies from their 
state of coma, and then he arose to start the electric fan which rested 
upon the top of his desk. Ah! that breeze certainly felt good! Swish! 
All of the papers went flying to the floor as if by magic. He swore 
vehemently and shut off the fan. As he stooped to pick up the papers, 
a young man of about his own age came stealing in and slapped him 
on the back quite forcibly. He turned and saw his most intimate friend, 
Henry Craigen, standing there with a broad smile on his face. 

‘*Well, is that the way to greet a friend, you old roughneck?’’ John 
asked. 

‘“Why, that was only a little pat to show my affection for you, and 
you don’t appreciate it. Are you going to the show tonight? I just saw 
the girls and they are willing.’’ 

‘*Oh, I suppose so. I’d like Helen a lot better if she didn’t have such 
an appetite. Every time we come out of a theatre, her first words are, 
‘When do we eat?’ It is usually the De Luxe or the Pilgrim Dining 
Tiouse that she picks, too.’’ Henry chuckled but didn’t say anything, 
fer he know that it was only too true. 

That night, as they came out of the theatre, John bought a five-pound 
box of chocolates, hoping Helen would forget the appetite. As he 
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passed the box to her, she said, ‘‘ When do we eat?’’ in so sweet a voice 
that he gave in. This time he was going to give her a real dinner. He 
ordered nearly everything on the menu. The waiter began to suspect 
that the man was insane. Helen managed to take care of everything 
in sight, but at last she admitted that she had had enough. All the next 
day she stayed in her room. She suffered terribly from pains in the 
region of last night’s meal. When Jack heard about it, he was wild with 
olee, although he was sorry for the girl. He thanked heaven that he 
had cured her at last. 

As time went on, he grew to think very much of this girl. She 
never asked him to dine now. One night he brought a mysterious look- 
ing little box with him. When they were seated on the back porch, he 
opened the box, took from it a glittering something, and pushed it 
down on the fourth finger of her left hand. Helen was delighted and 
almost eried with joy. 

One week afterward they were married, and after the ceremony was 
cver she threw her arms around him and said, ‘‘John, | knew why you 
cave me the big supper.’’ She then snuggled closer to him and added 
in a soft and gentle voice, ‘*When do we eat?’’ 

James Carter, ’25 


THE LEGEND OF THE CATARACT 


Many, many years ago, the Shawnee and the Delaware Indians were 
constantly at war with each other. Their favorite stamping ground was 
in the region of Blockade Mountain, between the two towering peaks 
of Mt. Minsi and Mt. Tammani in the Delaware Water Gap. The final 
issue for supremacy was decided one day in June. The sky was clear, 
with the exception of a few clouds lazily floating between the earth and 
the pale blue of the heavens. In the gorge at the base of Tammani 
and Minsi the two tribes gathered for struggle. 

The great Delaware chieftain, Tammani, fierce in his war paint, and 
carrying the cruel implements of warfare, the bow and arrow and the 
tomahawk, fought bravely against Sequoi, chief of the Shawnees. For 
several hours the battle raged fiercely, neither side gaining much ad- 
vantage over the other. Suddenly a stalwart Indian brave leaped upon 
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Yammani of the Delawares; the attack was so unexpected that it might 
have fared ill with the great chief, if Tawanta, his only daughter, who 
had strangely insisted on keeping near her father, had not struck the 
hostile warrior with the full foree of her tomahawk. She was seized 
trom behind, and she, too, would have fared ill, if some one had not 
ended the life of her assailant. She was lifted from the ground and 
borne swiftly from the scene. 

Nesquehoy, son of the Shawnee chief, had saved the hfe of Tawanta, 
daughter of his father’s greatest enemy; but Tawanta did not realize 
the fact until she had been revived by the young brave, who filled a 
eourd from a near-by spring and held it to her lips. 

When Tawanta revived, she found herself lying on a bed of pine 
needles under a large, overhanging rock. Her startled eyes met those 
of the handsome young Shawnee. Her fears diminished at the kind 
expression which passed over his face. It was then that Nesquehoy 
told her who he was. He let her know that she was perfectly safe with 
him because she was the most beautiful thing he had ever seen. So 
Nesquehoy and Tawanta fell in love—a serious situation for an Indian 
man and maid of different tribes whose fathers were bitterest enemies. 

They met secretly. When the village slept, Tawanta slipped silently 
out of her wigwam on Mt. Tammani to the foot of Blockade Mountain, 
where the young Nesquehoy found her. Night after night they met. 
Nesquehoy vowed his love for the Indian maiden and she returned it 
in all faithfulness. But Nesquehoy was sad; he knew their happiness 
was in danger. 

A few days after Tawanta’s disappearance, the great chief Tammani, 
borne down with grief at the loss of his daughter, gathered together 
a few braves and set out in search of her. They scoured the forests 
and traced the courses of the neighboring streams. But no sign of 
the missing girl could they see. Tammani was about to give up in 
despair,—when suddenly one of his braves gave a shout. Everyone 
looked in the direction in which he was pointing, and saw a small 
Wigwam in a clearing on the other side of a swift stream. Tawanta 
raight be in that wigwam, was their instant thought. 

Meanwhile the Indian maiden, for this was the spot where she and 
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Nesquehoy had decided to live, heard’ the shouts and appeared in the 
epening. She saw her father and the other Delawares on the opposite 
side of the river, as they jumped into the water and started to swim 
across. Very much frightened, for she knew the traditions of her 
tribe would never consent to her marriage with Nesquehoy, she ran like 
a deer through the forest, calling frequently to Nesquehoy, but getting 
no response. On and on she sped. At last she came upon Nesquehoy 
at the edge of the Cataract. Grasping the maiden to his breast, the 
young chief knew their happiness would end if they were overtaken. 
Ivunning hand in hand to the edge of the Cataract, they plunged to- 
eether into the foaming waters below, and together they found their 
way to the Happy Hunting Ground. 

Marjory Mackillop ’25 


THE FIRST CHRISTMAS DAY 
I’ve often thought how happy 
The angels were to sing, 
To be the first to tell the news 
Of the birth of our Saviour and King. 


How beautiful, the holy song 
On that first great Christmas Day! 

For they filled with gladness the hearts of men, 
As they told where the Christ Child lay. 


‘*Peace on earth, good will toward men!”’ 
Was the message the angels sent down 

To the shepherds who watched o’er their flocks that night 
On the hills of Bethlehem town. 


And the shepherds listened eagerly 
To what the angels would say 
Of the Babe and of His mother mild 
On that very first Christmas Day. 
Elizabeth Drew ’26 
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IN HIS WORKSHOP 


There God sits in His workshop, 
The sun a golden halo round His bended head, 
Toiling all day with His pen, 
Tracing a plan and a place for me. 
I cannot read it—but wait! 
I search along the margin for the key. 
Miriam McDonald 727 


JUST TOMMY 


O Tommy, O Tommy, O Tommy! 
Oh, why do you sit in the mud? 
You’ve dug a trench in the dooryard, 
And manufactured a fiood. 


Tommy, Tommy, you break my heart; 
You are feeeding my rooster mud pie! 
He was fattening nicely for Christmas; 
Now he will surely die. 


Oh, Tommy, Tommy, I wonder 
If you ever will mend your wild ways. 
Another such secamp I never have seen, 
Never, in all my born days. 


Tommy, Tommy, I love you, 
With all the queer deeds that you do; 
You know it, you raseal! Is that why 
You wink at me now? Tell me true. 
Helen Archer 727 


Dennett, translating in Virgil class: 

‘**Ter conatus ibi collo dare braechia circum.’ 
VYhree times I tried to put my arms about her neck,—that’s as far as 
eo. 

Teacher: ‘‘Quite enough, Dennett, quite far enough !’’ 


16 THE SACHEM 


N.C. 
LULYUM 


The Sphinx wishes to announce that Carolyn Dennett and Ruth 
Hardy are to conduct a Lovelorn Department, beginning in the next 
issue of the Sachem. Owing to their vast experience in such matters, 
Miss Dennett and Miss Hardy are undoubtedly qualified to advise on 


the subject. 

It also gives us pleasure to announce that Francis Ryder has at last 
vielded to public demand and is to conduct a Department for the Well 
Dressed Man. 


We believe that it was a philosophically minded gentleman named 
Shakespeare who remarked, ‘‘Double, double, toil and trouble!’’ At the 
time he was probably not thinking of the double-bell system, but the 
phrase is appropriate. The system has its evident advantages, but the 
habit of years hangs heavy on the upper classmen. Already more than 
one frenzied senior has charged madly from a recitation, only to find 
himself wandering alone through the dismal corridors. ‘‘ Magnificent !’’ 
cry the originators of this diabolical scheme. ‘‘ Another opportunity to 
bring back the wayward in the afternoon.’’ 

The Sphinx feels that the play presented by the Sachem staff marks 
the beginning of a new era for the school. The play uncovered so much 
hidden talent that the idea should be extended further. The faculty 
would make a big hit in ‘‘Much Ado About Nothing.’’ Several of the 
I*rench classes would be successful with ‘‘A Comedy of Errors.’’ Any 
one of the three fifth-period classes in the assembly hall could probably 
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present ‘‘Ten Nights in a Bar Room’’ without any further training. If 
the idea were successful, the School Board would surely extend the 
spring vacation to allow the players to make a tour of the large eastern 
cities. 

Probably the reader has noticed the addition to the numbers of the 
Sachem statf. Already the meetings look like one of D. W. Griffith’s 
mob scenes. In fact, the Sphinx seems to be almost the only editor who, 
in case of emergency, cannot ery to his assistant, ‘“Quick, Watson, the 


!?? 


needle 

Our fabled school library is still under discussion. We would suggest 
that some kind of heating plant be installed in the library room. Other- 
wise we fear our budding literati will be forced to move their books to 
the front lawn during the cold weather. 


We wish to eall the attention of the school to the present freshman 
class. To our mind they surpass in naive simplicity even the notorious 
class of 726. They believe that there really is a day of reckoning, and 
they think that a trip to the Office is comparable to Aeneas’ trip to the 
Underworld. (For the benefit of the pupils of the business department : 
the whole story may be found in Virgil’s ‘‘ Aeneid.’’) 

Notice: The next meeting of the Sachem staff will be held on Satur- 
day morning in the Old Howard Theatre, Boston. 

The mercenary business manager has informed us that we ean not 
have the space for this last line. Butweshallfoilthemwe’Iprinteverything 
upcloselikethis. 


HE WAS ONLY SYMPATHETIC 

Maud (newly married): ‘‘You look very melancholy, George; are 
you sorry you married me?’’ 

George: ‘‘No, dear, of course not; I was only thinking of all the nice 
Pivisnlecant Marrye: 

Maud: ‘*O, George, how horrid of you! I thought you eared for no- 
bedy but me.”’ 

George: ‘‘ That is so, my dear. I wasn’t thinking of myself, but of the 
disappointments they have had!’’—Edinburgh Scotsman. 
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The result of many heated debates in the history classes of Miss 
Irescher and Miss Stetson was a landslide for Coolidge. Through the 
snfluence of a few supporters of the independent ticket, LaF ollette 
received more votes than Davis! It seems that the majority voted the 
straight republican ticket, as Curley and Walsh were both defeated. 

Referendum number three was upheld, perhaps through the influence 
ot the fine explanation given in assembly the morning before election 
Cay. The question of retaining daylight saving was close, as it also 
was in the state itself. It was voted down, in all probability, by our 
large number of suburban students. The child labor amendment was 
also voted down. The blanks on all these questions were surprisingly 
few, and there were only seven ballots invalid, which proves us to be 
very intelligent student-citizens. 

Thanks to Miss Stetson and her assistants, the election was very suc- 
cessful indeed. We trust that with the experience received we shal! 
be able to vote as real citizens for the next president. 

The actual returns are: President: Coolidge and Dawes, 205; LaF ol- 
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lette and Wheeler, 39; Davis and Bryan, 17. Governor: Curley, 61; 
IVuller, 198. Senator: Gillett, 167; Walsh, 85. Referendum No. 38: To 
support national legislation on the liquor question: Yes, 195; No, 66; 
Blanks, 3. Referendum No. 6: Daylight saving question: Yes, 109; No, 
152; Blanks, 5. Referendum No. 7: Child labor question: Yes, 85; No, 
171; Blanks, 7. 

At the beginning of the football season this fall, money was badly 
needed, and during the month of October the whole school entered into 
a contest to see which room could sell the largest number of season 
tickets. Returns were posted each day on the corridor bulletin and 
much enthusiasm was aroused. Room 1 headed the list for the most 
tickets sold, thus setting a good example for the underclassmen. 

Our high school chorus is preparing for a special mid-winter con- 
cert similar to the annual May concert. The big feature on the next 
program is a cantata, “The Village Blacksmith,’’ by Charles Noyes. 
Gur orchestra and the girls’ and boys’ giee clubs intend to do their 
best. 

The Sachem staff held a supper one evening in October in the Central 
AM. E. Church vestry, chiefly for the sake of getting acquainted and of 
starting right in a new Sachem year. The ‘‘eats’’ were furnished by the 
girls, the boys financing other essentials, while ‘‘Ma’’ Eaton acted as 
cateress. With such a luscious supper and such jolly good company, the 
evening meant much to us and gave assurance of a banner year for our 
school paper. 

The report of this year’s honor pupils shows a decided increase over 
those of former times. In the future the second-honor lst will consist 
only of those pupils having no marks below B, instead of students with 
more B’s than C’s. The change will probably cause a decrease of names, 
but will make the recognition worth our effort. 


The week of November 16 was recognized as Education Week in the 
school. It also was Girl Scout Week and Book Week. 

Madeline Duncklee and Ruth Skillings are the senior honorary mem- 
bers of the Cabot Club. 


The whereabouts of last year’s faculty: Miss Helen Nash is teaching 
in the commercial department in the Chelsea Senior High School, of 
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approximately twelve hundred pupils. Miss Mildred Cleveland is one 
of fifty teachers in the high school in Hempstead, Long Island. She 
is teaching Spanish. Our ‘‘dear’’ Miss Kelly has her hair bobbed and 
owns a car! In spite of these facts, she is still teaching ‘‘math’’ at Wil- 
limantie, Conn. Miss Flora B. Lyons is engaged in teaching English in 
the capital of Connecticut. Last but not least, Miss Mabel J. Wall is 
teaching Latin in Attleboro. 


ce 


Before the presidential election, when the referendum concerning 
ehild labor was being strongly discussed, Miss Drescher’s American 
history class gave a formal debate. The speakers of the two sides were 
as follows: affirmative, Lillian Hill, Frieda Hartmann and Dorothea 
Keough; negative, Grace Atwood, Carolyn Bowen and Virginia Cun- 
ningham. Helen Fleming presided, while Miss Ford, Mrs. Culhane, 
and Robert Smith acted as judges. Mr. Nickerson was present during 
the period and later sent the speakers a letter of commendation. The 
affirmative won. 

Some alterations have been made in our high school, including the 
two partitions in the assembly hall, which make three class rooms; 
the bright zine patch on the stairs, and the new concrete walks outside. ' 
Kut we fail to see the fire escapes that were voted for us months ago. 

The free-hand drawing classes have had live models to draw recently. 
Moreover during the fourth period Harold Babbitt has been posing for 
animal crackers. 

The various English classes of the school are competing for the best 
short-story prize awarded by ‘‘The Boston Traveler.’’ In our estimation 
some very good stories have been submitted and we hope that M. H. S. 
will have some prize winners. 

Bright and early on October 31, John Garfield, Alexander Wright, 
Harold Babbitt and Francis Ryder left for Dartmouth College, where 
they spent a very enjoyable week-end. They saw the big Harvard-Dart- 
mouth football game, which was a quite a treat, to judge from reports. 
The trip was made by auto. 

The senior benefit picture this year is to be ‘‘Abraham Lincoln.’’ This 
play has had a suecessful run in Boston and was shown at Gordon’s 
Oiympia in Brockton the week of November 17. First-hand reports say 
that it is a splendid play in every respect. 
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At the end of an appropriate talk given by Mr. Nickerson Tuesday 
morning, November 25, Gordon Smith was awarded a bronze medal, 
the gift of the Sons of the American Revolution, for excellence in the 
study of United States history in 1924. 

November 6, at morning assembly, the editors presented a mock meet- 
ing of the Sachem staff, which was received uproariously. Though the 
sketch deserves many individual praises, only brief mention can be 
made of—Alexander Wright, the newsboy, calling out his exchanges; 
the editor-in-chief, very dignified with swallow-tail coat, stove-pipe hat, 
and cane; his assistant reading her ‘‘Plea for Chewing Gum’’ with a 
pathos that drew tears from the eyes of her superior; the school re- 
porters as town eriers with their bells, searching everywhere through 
. the audience for news; the alumni editors in charming old-time costume, 
treading a measure with charming old-time grace; the athletic editors 
in sporting guise, offering Miss Stetson a baseball mitt in recognition of 
her skill in catching flies; the jolly jester seriously dispensing mirth; 
Steinmetz II (alias Carter), with his ‘“‘pocket’’ telescope discovering a 
strange ‘‘star’’ in our very midst; the literary editors who read us, first 
their story of the ‘‘great big Mineiky bear, the middle-sized De Bruskie 
bear, the little bit of Louis Lepre bear and little Goldilocks (Anna 
Manwaring),’’ then the beginning of a novel about the rising 
voung author and Carolyn Dennett, maid-of-all/-work, as well as an ole 
to Caesar (hardly complimentary to that gentleman), and the touching 
lines beginning ‘‘Under this disguised chestnut tree Our Gordon 
Smithie stands’’; the masked robbers who turned out to be oniy the 
business managers getting funds to run the Sachem; the pretiy girl 
contest fittingly decided in favor of the unusual beauty of—just our 
N. G. Columnist—but didn’t he make a fetching girl?—and finally the 
j:rinter’s devil, (G. Kennedy), seattering the masqueraders, so that 
MeClusky, undisguised, could appear and give an excellent speech to 
open the drive for Sachem subscriptions. We wish friends outside the 
school audience could have joined in our appreciation and laughter. 

Middleboro joined the van of the schools celebrating National Edu- 
eation Week, November 16-22. Wednesday was official visiting day both 
during school hours and after. Many parents availed themselves of 
this opportunity and gave us the pleasure of showing off before them. 
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ihe faculty hope that the spirit of visiting shown in this special week 
will not be confined in the future to a day or one week but will be 
manifested throughout the year. 


Friday evening, November 21, at the Baptist church, under the aus- 
pices of the Middleboro Teachers’ Association, Hon. Payson Smith, 
Commissioner of Education in Massachusetts gave an address on The 
Aims of Present-Day Education. Dr. Smith stressed the following: 


To the boy of about sixteen, who is trying to fit himself into the 
complexities of life, belongs all the sympathy possible. It is his special 
problem that the home as well as the school must meet. 


The combined Boys’ and Girls’ Glee Clubs of the Middleboro High 
school sang ‘‘To Thee, O Country,’’ and the orchestra played ‘‘Hasta 
Manana’’ and “Hula Hula Girl.’’ 


A FEW PLAIN TRUTHS ABOUT THE SACHEM 


After we had heard President Coolidge’s campaign speech for votes, 
the following was used in the McClusky campaign for subscriptions to 
the Sachem: 

Mr. Principal, members of the faculty, fellow students, and Con- 
stance Chase: I am here to convince you that you simply cannot live 
without the Sachem. 


You arise in the morning and eat your breakfast. It may be oat-meal, 
corn-meal, cream of wheat, or sawdust. But where, I ask you, where 
did that meal originate? I answer: With the Indian Sachems! If they 
had not shown us how to grind the corn to get meal from it, the echil- 
dren of today would have no breakfasts. 

After your morning repast you start for school, the majority walking. 
Where did this means of locomotion come from? Columbus and the Pil- 
orims crossed the ocean in ships; today many people travel around in 
nere Fords. But it was the Indian Sachem who passed down to you 
students the whys and hows of walking! 

As Tennyson said: ‘‘In the spring the young folks’ faney lehtly 
turns to thoughts of—canoeing on the Clear Nemasket River.’’ Who 
invented canoes? Again I reply: The Indian Sachem. 


And so I could tell of many more benefits which we have received 
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from the Sachems, but not having the time to do so, will make one last 
statement. You eannot—absolutely cannot—broaden your minds 
properly without reading our Sachem, which contains all the latest in- 
ventions, stories, jokes, styles, ete. You will eventually come to this 
conclusion. Why not now? Subseribe for the Sachem today! We thank 
you. 


Helen Fleming, ’26. 


We welcome several new members of the high school faculty. The 
pupils may be interested to know where they taught before coming to 
cur honorable town. Miss Ford, who teaches math, was in Westbrook, 
Me.; Miss Sweet, of the commercial department, in New Hampshire; 
Mrs. Culhane, of the same department, in Maine; Miss Drescher, in- 
structor in history, in Pennsylvania; Miss Leach, teacher of English 
in New York state, and Miss White, of the Latin department, in Maine. 


FRIEND OF MINE 


When you are happy, friend of mine, 
And all your skies are blue, 

Tell me your luck, your fortune fine, 
And let me laugh with you. 


When you are sad and heart is cold 
And all your skies untrue, 

Tell me the dreams that mocked your hold, 
And let me stand with you. 


Look with your dear old eves in mine; 
Give me a handshake true. 
Whatever fate our souls await, 
Let me be there 


with you! 


—Plymouth Pilgrim 
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In making our bow to the Sachem subscribers we wish to say that 
we should be greatly pleased to receive communications, or criticisms 
concerning this department from alumni or any other interested 
readers. 

The following is a list of the class of ’24 as far as we have been 
able to gather it. Some of the members are beyond our reach, and their 
names do not appear in this column. Who will add to the information 
for next issue? 

Catherine Caswell and Mabel Guidoboni are attending Bridgewater 
Normal school. Raymond Hyman, Adnah Harlow and Arthur Holden 
are at Dartmouth College. Robert Butler is at West Point. Raymond ° 
Draghetti is at Rhode Island State. Doris Kinsman is taking a course 
in secretarial work at the Chandler School in Boston. ‘‘Deae’’ Ryder, 
former captain of the M. H. S. football team, is starring on the team 
at Hebron Academy in Maine. Marion Weeman has entered the School 
of Arts and Crafts in Boston. Lorenzo Wood is attending Norwich 
University. Dorothy Stiles is a freshman at North Adams Normal. 
Roger Hawthorne is in Bowdoin. 

Five of the class, Frank Sylvia, Robert Roht, Ralph Wilbur, Floyd 
Hardy, and Thomas Boucher are taking post-graduate work in M. H.S. 

Edwin Jenney and Arthur Logan are employed in Boston. Madeline 
Coombs, John Callan, Clayton Gifford, Doris Hulsman, Milton Jenney, 
Chester Rice, Seymour Smith, Millard Spooner, Annie Hastings, Gert- 
rude Kennedy, Mildred Sherman, Thelma Platt and Arthur Tripp are 
employed in town. 


From other classes we note: 
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Ralph Blanchard, class of 1907, is Associate Professor of Economics 
at Columbia University. 

Ralph Seaver, class of ’19, is head of the retail department of the 
Walkover firm in Brockton. 


We deem it well to mention a few of that famous class which most 
certainly left its mark upon our high school, as various curtains and 
ventilators will prove—the class of 718. 

John Johnson is employed by the Dennison Manufacturing Com- 
pany of Framingham. Flora Forsberg has a lucrative position as pri- 
vate secretary to a surgeon in Boston. ‘Two of the class, Nellie Shaw 
and Mildred Soule, are teaching in Plymouth, while Beatrice Martenson 
holds a similar position in Watertown. 


FAVORITE FOODS 
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The main difference between a girl chewing gum and a cow chewing 
her cud, is that the cow generally looks thoughtful. Walliams’ Purple 


Cow. 


Teacher: ‘‘I saw you look at Brown’s paper three times.’’ 
Student: ‘‘Yes sir, he doesn’t write very plainly.’’ 


Visitor: ‘‘Do you know that guy over there?’’ 
Babbitt: ‘‘Sure. That’s Fat Ryder; he sleeps beside me in civies.’’ 


Judge: “You are sentenced to hang by the neck until you are dead.’’ 
Prisoner: ‘‘ Judge, I believe you are stringing me.’’ 
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Science and Invention 
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A. 


When fall has passed and the long, cool nights come along, many 
radio fans will vie with one another in the reception of distant or D. X. 
stations. To be the proud possessor of a set that will enable its operator 
to have at his command the programs of many stations, both far and 
rear, is the ultimate goal of very beginner at this fascinating pastime. 

Many small details enter into the proper care of a set, if maximum 
results are to be obtained. The antenna insulators should be inspected 
and any cracked ones removed, as the delicate incoming waves are easily 
erounded. The union of the aerial and the lead-in should be examined 
to see that corrosion has not set in, due to faulty soldering. Care should 
be taken that the lead-in is not grounded in any way. Also, look over 
your ground wire and make sure that it is firmly connected with the 
water pipe or whatever you are using for a ground. : 

Next in importance are the vacuum tubes used in the set. In some 
of the new types there is a special filament. When an excess voltage 
above the rated capacity 1s used, a sort of paralysis sets in, and the tube 
needs a little attention. A common remedy for this is to burn the bulb 
for a period of time with the plate voltage disconnected. The length of 
time required depends upon the condition of the tube when the fault 
is discovered. 

The next detail is the care of the storage battery. With proper atten- 
tion a storage battery should last five years or more; whereas, if neg- 
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lected, the same battery may not last a year. Care should be taken 
that the electrolyte solution is about one-fourth of an inch above the 
piates. The proper time for refilling with distilled water is just before 
the battery is recharged. The battery should be tested often with a 
hydrometer, and the voltage should never be allowed to drop below 1.8 
per cell. When fully charged, each cell should show a voltage of 2.2. 


Another important part of the set is the “B’’ battery. When this is 
Lelow the required voltage, the signals received are weak, and unneces- 
sary noises are experienced. When a 45-volt battery registers only 35 
volts or less, it should be discarded in favor of a new one. 


Through the observance of these simple directions, beginners in radio 
can be sure that their sets are above many of the handicaps of poor re- 
ception. To the more experienced, the observance of the directions may 
mean the restoration of the original good qualities of the set when it 
was new. 


Dr. Steinmetz the Second, who spoke recently in the Middleboro High 
School, announced a new method for curing the tobacco habit: 


The patient is placed in a special treatment chair and firmly secured. 
A special treatment cap is placed upon his head, and a current of 
40,000 volts is passed through his body, thereby permanently curing 
him of the tobacco habit. The first two experiments with this machine 
are to be tried upon Mr. Nickerson and Mr. Tillson, both inveterate 
smokers. 


The Teehnical Editor of the London radio weekly, ‘‘Popular Wire- 
less,’’? built recently a twenty-four vacuum tube receiver. There were 
twenty stages of radio-frequency amplification, three stages of audio- 
frequency amplification and the detector. The object was to hear any 
signals that might be coming from Mars. As might have been expected, 
no such signals were received; but American broadcasting was heard on 
a small loop antenna. The hearing of anything at all on a receiver so 
complicated as this one, must be considered no small achievement. Radio 
fans will wait with interest to know just how this hook-up was put 
together. 
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EXCHANGE » 


‘*The Pilgrim,’’ Plymouth, Massachusetts, is well-organized and in- 

teresting. Leo Sehreiber’s work is great, especiaily the cut at the head 
5 5 . 
of the editorial department. There must be several promising Pilgrim 
= oD 
yoets, to judge from the number of poems in the magazine. ‘‘ Nonsense’’ 
os on) 

is good. 

‘‘The Periscope,’’ Bridgewater, Massachusetts: We all agree with 
\. B. that the biggest room in the world is Room for Improvement. Why 

Oo Py, 

not have larger cuts at the heads of your departments? 
’? Taunton, Massachusetts: Your editorials are 
fine, also your athletic department. 


Thes launtonian: 


We acknowledge the following exchanges with many thanks: 
30ston University News,’’ Boston, Mass. 

‘“The Bulletin,’’ Steubenville, Ohio. 

‘‘The Periscope,’’ Bridgewater, Mass. 

‘The Pilgrim,’’ Plymouth, Mass. 

‘*The Sanborn Echo,’’ Sanborn Seminary, Kingston, N. H. 

‘<The Tauntonian,’’ Taunton, Mass. 


Railway Clerk—‘Change at Whitman.’’ 
Davis—‘ You can’t pull anything on me; I want my change now.’’—- 
Plymouth Pilgrim. 
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FOOTBALL 


The lineup which entered the first six games was as follows: 


Lepre and Miszkinis—ends 


Capt. Bailey and Mineiky—tackles 

Griswold and Churehill—euards 

Boucher—center 

Forrest—quarter-back 

Swift and Thomas—halfbacks 

Johnstone—fullback 

After the Weymouth game, Forrest moved out of town, Shannon 
taking his place as quarterback. At this time a considerable change 
was made. The revised lineup is as follows: 

Capt. Bailey and Benson—ends 

3oucher and Mineiky—tackles 

Griswold and Harris—guards 


Miszkinis—center 


Shannon—quarterback 
Johnstone and Thomas—halfbacks 
fullback. 


The first game of the season was played with Bridgewater at Middle- 


Tessier 


boro, when the Bridgewater lads were beaten by the overwhelming 
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seore of 44-6. Middleboro displayed a good brand of football for the 
first game. 

On the following Tuesday, Coach Clough took his squad to the 
Brockton Fair to contend with the Brockton second team. We were 
beaten by a fluke touchdown. On the kickoff the ball was kicked be- 
hind Middleboro’s goal and was recovered by a Brocktonian, thus 
scoring a touchdown. The score was 6-0. 

On the next Saturday, Middleboro lost to Weymouth by a 33-0 score. 
Dorey, the fleet Weymouth back, was a sensation for the winners. 

October 11, New Bedford Vocational School was defeated at Middle- 
boro, 18-6, in one of the best contests of the season. Shannon was pilot 
of the team. Thomas starred with long gains on off-tackle plays. 

Middleboro journeyed to Plymouth on the next Saturday and re- 
ceived a 13-7 defeat at the hands of Coach Browne’s men. It was a 
hard fought game from start to finish. Mineiky was a power in the 
line. 

Saturday, October 25, Mansfield was defeated at Middleboro by a 
14-0 score. ‘‘Flash’’ Swift intercepted a pass and ran 25 yards for the 
first score. Shannon scored the other on a pass from Johnstone. 

Bridgewater again came here on October 31. This time they beat us 
6-0. Stewart made the lone tally for the visitors. Our boys, having 
once this season decisively defeated Bridgewater, used a good manv 
substitutes, which proved disastrous. 

Abington invaded Middleboro, November 8, and defeated the local 
boys by a 12-6 score. All the touchdowns were made on long runs. 
Agius, Abineton’s heavy fullback, scored both touchdowns for the 
visitors, while ‘*‘Mose’’ Johnstone ran fifty-five yards for our only 
score of the game. 

November 16, at New Bedford we were defeated 14-0 by the strong 
Whaling City team. Our team was badly crippled, as we were without! 
the services of Captain Bailey, Thomas and Boucher. However, the 
boys put up a game fight. 

On November 22, Plymouth played their return game at Middleboro 
and we avenged our former defeat of the season by a 13-0 victory. 
‘* Johnnie’? Thomas, our sensational half-back, scored both touch- 
downs on perfect forward passes from Johnstone. The latter also 
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thrilled the spectators with a seventy-yard run, around left end. It was 
the best played game of the season. 

On Thanksgiving Day we were defeated by the Alumni, 20-0, in the 
last game of the season. Carver, fullback of the 1917 championship 
team, was the main ground-gainer for the victors. Captain Bailey ex- 
eelled for the undergraduate eleven. 

Although we have won only four out of eleven games, we can call 
it a successful football season. We decisively defeated Plymouth High 
School, our greatest rival. A good foundation has been laid for a 
strong team next year. The squad was hampered by injuries of some 
players and the ineligibility of others; in spite of all misfortunes, the 
boys kept plugging away and completed a hard schedule in an admir- 
able manner. 
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Doctor: ‘‘ You’re all right. Your pulse is as regular as clock work.’’ 
Le) ton) 
Patient: “You have hold of my wrist watch.’’ 


Baker: ‘‘I’ll bet your ear sticks to the road all right.’’ 
Swift: ‘‘I’ll tell the world! It stuck to 1t for two hours yesterday, 
before I could get it to move.”’ 


AN OLD FASHIONED GARDEN 
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Star Flower 2 rear cere rae en ene R. Tessier 
Bachelor Buttonwood eee ee ee ee G. Smith 


Miss Wellbred: ‘‘When you were in France I suppose you saw the 
creat tracts of barren waste?’’ 
Miss Gadabout: ‘‘Oh my, yes! He has a wonderful estate.’’ 


UNKEMPT, UNHONORED AND UNHUNG! 


Clo wii John GarteldS N3G. ML) 
It’s hard to sell a ‘‘golden brick’’ in these enlightened days; 
It’s hard to hit unfriendly boss for any sort of raise. 
One cannot make a statue laugh, no matter how one tries ; 
It’s just as hard to get a laugh from twentieth-century guys! 


At least, my lad, you give your best ; 
We know that isn’t much! 

Still we’ll pass over sorry jest, 
And take game try as such. 

“You silent folk may be sincere; 
But still, when all is said, 

We have to grant they’re rather drear 
And maybe, too, they’re dead.”’ 


The moral’s this, my little man: 
Duck all life’s hailstones that you can; 
And if your line is ill received, 
Cuss not; no eolyumist is believed! 
BP ie 
What the above lyric tries to convey, “mdear Jawn, is that you 
mustn’t fret if you’re not fully appreciated and don’t seem to get your 
just deserts. Weep not! If you did, you’d undoubtedly reside with free 
100m and board in TITICUT. 


Wheeler: ‘‘Do you think that it is right that I should be punished 
for something I haven’t done?’’ 
Mr. Nickerson: ‘‘ Why, no, of course not.’’ 
Wheeler: “Will you tell Mr. Sears that? I haven’t done my sales- 


manship.”’ 
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BOURNE WOOD 


Insuring Anything Insurable 


Satisfaction Service 


NASH LEADS THE WORLD IN MOTOR CAR VALUE 
PRICE RANGE FROM $1095 to $2290 


PERKINS’ GARAGE 
Nash Sales and Service 
Lakeville, Mass. 


C. Dennett (dropping her compact) : ‘‘Oh dear!”’ 


Mr. Nickerson: ‘‘It’s all right as long as the powder didn’t blow up.”’ 


REAL CHINESE CHOP SUEY 
| and 
CHOW MEIN 


L. S. & D. and WALKOVERS The Iron Kettle Annex 


DAN BESSE 


Soule & Flanders, Prop. 


SHOES | Side of Park Theatre 
Williams’ Ralph M. Bassett 
ELECTRICIAN 


Specialty Shop 
Radio Supplies 
The Value-Giving Store | 


| Fixtures and Lamps 
| 
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E. B. LOVELL Autos for Hire 
District Manager 
Chamberlain & Burnham, Inc. 
Largest Real Estate Clearing! Phones 173-M, 405-M 

House in New England 


26 Barden Hill Rd. Tel. 93-M 
Middleboro, Mass. | LEON C. ALLEN 


We Go Anywhere Anytime 


'A Good Line of Men’s Shoes and 


T. F. BOUCHER | . Hunting Boots 


| Wanted—Antiques of all Kinds 
Gold Fish and Globes 


Studley and Drew 
27 North Main St. _‘ Tel. 325-M 


PAINTS AND VARNISHES 


370 Centre St. Tel. 333-M. 


Mr. Sears (after an exceedingly poor recitation): ‘‘The class is 
dismissed, but please don’t flap your ears on the way out.”’ 


S. Sawicki 


551 Centre St. Tel. 687-R 
DRY GOODS STORE 


STETSON & CLARK 


Hosiery, Underwear 
| Full Line Yard Goods 


ENJOY | Electric 
HOWLETT’S Shoe Repair Shop 
FOOD | V. MORRONI 
‘High Grade Work and Best Stock 
In our lunch room or in your | Used 
‘own home. | All Work Guaranteed 
453 Center St. 
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Nemasket Chocolates 
$1.00 pound 


Victory Chocolates 


60c pound 
at 


TRIPP’S 


MILLINERY 
SMART HATS FOR THE SEASON’S DISPLAY 


PORTER & SNOW 


161 Center St., Middleboro 


Zach: ‘‘Did you ever hear the story about the pretty face?’’ 
C. Dennett: ‘’ No.’’ 
Zach: ‘‘That’s one on you.’’ 


Established 1852 
BEST WISHES 


The | ; from 
Middleboro Gazette (Church of Our Saviour 


YOUR LOCAL PAPER 
Subscription $2.50 per Year 


Comphments of 


M-P MARKET 


So. Main St. 


EHE SACHEM 


() 
[@)) 


Compliments of 


BAILEY’S GARAGE 


Middleboro, Mass. 


M. H.S. Senior: ‘‘ Passed ‘Macbeth’ today !’’ 
Father : ‘‘Did he speak ?’’ 


Community Market 


DR. ROUNDS 


R. W. CROMWELL, Prop. 


DENTIST Meats of All Kinds 


Vegetables and Fruits in Season 


X-Ray Treatments 


40 North Main St. Tel. 650 
Compliments of FRED B. PARKER 
: Ice Cream, Confectionery 
Middleborough Trust Murray iGhonatetes 
Company Cigars, Cigarettes 


'145 Centre St. 


Tel. 8610-M 


deHeh SA: C HiEIM S7/ 


BIRD’S TWIN SHINGLES 
The only Twin Shingle manufactured 


Can be applied in less time and at less cost than any other 
Asphalt Shingles 


SEARS LUMBER CO. 
Largest dealers in Asphalt Shingles in this territory 


SCUDDER BROTHERS COAL CO. 


Middleboro 


HEATS HUNDREDS OF HAPPY HOMES 


Lil. Nielson: *‘ We’ve got a cuckoo clock in our house.’’ 
Mil. Jenney : ‘‘ Yeah! Ours doesn’t run either.’’ | 


A. J. PASZTOR | Compliments of 


Central Square 


Barber Shop 


ICE CREAM AND 


CONHECTIONE RY 
Near Bob’s Lunch 
25. Gentre st. Middleboro Albert Letendre, Prop. 
Compliments of JOHN J. SULLIVAN 
WILLIAM EGGER SHEA ASS DID AME DAS 
Cigars, Cigarettes, Sporting 
We fit your home in a satisfactory Goods 


Manner 30) Gentre St: 
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E. F. Tinkham 


Jeweler H 
: omestead Grocer 
J. E. Robinson y 
Registered Optometrist SERVICE AND QUALITY 


“We grind our own lenses and 
duplicate broken lenses.” 
113 Centre Street 


Telephone 410 


‘“How is the shoe business ?’’ 
‘‘It is very trying—off and on.’’—Voo Doo. 


PARK THEATRE 


Frank H. Harrington, Resident Manager 


High-Class Motion Pictures and Vaudeville 


HART, SCHAFFNER & MARX 
GOOD. CLOTHES 


Holeproof Hosiery 


Hathaway Shirts | . 
Hansen Gloves. Dr. Cunningham 


Compliments of 


MIDDLEBORO CLOTHING | DENTIST 
Co. 


Eat and be Merry at BOB’S LUNCH 


Gane SME Oe 39 


STUDEBAKER SERVICE STATION 


Studebaker Cars 
FISK AND GOODRICH TIRES, ACCESSORIES 


Repairing, Livery 
Telephone 452 Everett Square 
Middleboro 


GEORGE E. DOANE 
The Hardware Man 


From a paper on ‘‘The Hunt’’ written by E. H., for Junior English: 
‘*Sir Roger took the hair up in his arms.’’ 


WILL HARDY’S TIVOLI ORCHESTRA 


Furnishes Music for Many College and High School Functions 


Organized in Worcester 
Eight Consecutive Summers at The Tivoli, Oak Bluffs 
WILL HARDY, Mer. 


Middleboro, Mass. Telephone 


Eat and be Merry at BOB’S LUNCH 


40 THE SACHEM 


AUTO RADIATOR REPAIRING 
NEW: CORES PU DAN SAI SHOR Gree 


Dents taken out of Auto Bodies and Fenders 


Middleboro Auto Radiator Shop 


» 176 CENTRE AVE. Telphone 559-W 
Near N. Y., N. H. & H. R. R. Freight Depot 


C. P. Washburn Co. 


Middleboro, Mass. 
GRAIN, FEED, FLOUR, HAY 


Manufacturers of 


M. R. BALANCED RATIONS 


After the wreck: “When your husband was drowning, did all his 
past sins come up before him?’?’ | 
‘‘Good heavens, no! He wasn’t.in the water all that time!’’ 


STANLEY WOOD GRAIN CO. 


Middleboro, Mass. 


Eat and be Merry at BOB’S LUNCH 


MIDDLEBOROUGH PUBLIC LIBRARY 
3 2874 00131 8252 


00 
Compliments of 


LOBL MANUFACTURING CO. 


To Our Advertisers: FROM THE LIBRARY 


We wish to extend our sincere 


thanks for their patronage in 


support of this magazine. 


The Sachem Staff: 


BENEFIT Y. M. C. A. 


Concert by combined Musical and Glee Clubs of 
Brown University—40 Men. 


TOWN HALL, TUESDAY, JANUARY 13, 8 P. M’ 


Reserved Seats 75c General Admission 50c 


Auspices Employed Boys’ Brotherhood 
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"MAXIM MOTOR C 
_. Distributors for Plymouth and Barnstable 


